A  LITTLE BOY'S  LONG JOURNEY
(T^LANRICARD had not ^^ seen Louis Bastide passing with his hoop. Louis Bastide had come up the rue Clignancourt from the corner of the rue Ordener, running all the way. The slope was very steep. Horses had to take it at a walk; and they pulled their loads up in jerks, straining for all they were worth and striking sparks out of the stones. One day little Louis had been there when a fire-engine with magnificent horses arrived at a gallop and attacked the slope. A few yards up the hill, they had to slow down like everybody else.
So it was obviously very difficult to roll a hoop up such a slope. It needed plenty of enthusiasm and stout-hearted-ness at the beginning; and then a determination not to weaken, not to give way to your tiredness - to say nothing of great skill in handling your stick.
When he got out of school, Louis Bastide had gone straight home to his parents, who lived in the rue Duhesme, on the third floor, quite near the boulevard Ornano. He kissed his mother and showed her his copy-books and the report on his work and conduct. He did not ask for anything, but his eyes shone. His mother looked at his pale little cheeks and at the fine sun outside ; and she tried not to let him see how pleased she was that he wanted to go out and play,
w All right/9 she said," take your hoop. Mind the traffic. Be home by five o'clock/*
The hoop was big and substantial - too big for Louis's
us